Seepage
(role playing poem)
 
One of you will birth a demon.
 
You're part of nature. Inanimate: Rock, log, pond. Unmodified by man, nonetheless used for murder.
 
Eldest player first. In a circle, take turns.
 
Your turn? Drop out in horror, apathy, wordlessness.
 
Else relate a sentence about the murder.
 
Repeat. Last in the circle births the demon.
 
Are you the last?
 
Take two more turns, alone.
 
Describe the birth. Are you mere gateway, or mother? Cocoon?
 
Describe the demon.
 
Human? Larval?
Inhuman? Subtle?
Animal? Loquacious?
 
What does it do? When does it leave you? How do you feel?
 
Tell everyone.

All silent for a time.
 
Do you want an epilogue? Something longer?
 
Run a different game for the others, where they may take different roles; feature the demon as friend, antagonist, or background. Or just tell its story, but with their input. Perhaps write a card game in its honor, with the others as playtesters and focus group. Paint its picture together. Code a video game.
 
Create together, soaked in black and red and joy.